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The praise of a celestial line.

Then priests could pile the altar's sods,

With whom gods spake as they with gods9

And everywhere from haunted earth

Broke springs of wonder, that had birth

In depths divine beyond the ken

And fatal scrutiny of men ;

Then hiUs and groves and streams and seas

Thrilled with immortal presences.

Not too ethereal for the scope

Of human passion's dream or hope.

Now Pan at last Is surely dead.

And King No-Credit reigns instead,

Whose officers, morosely strict.

Poor Fancy's tenantry evict,

Chase the last Genius *from the door5

And nothing dances any more.

Nothing ?    Ah, yes, our tables do,

Drumming the Old One's own tattoo,

And, if the oracles are dumb,

Have we not mediums ?   Why be glum f

Fly thither ?    Why, the very air
Is full of hindrance and despair!

Fly thither ?    But I cannot fly;
My doubts enmesh me if I try,
Each Lilliputian, but, combined,
Potent a giant's limbs to bind.
This world and that are growing dark;
A hugts interrogation mark,
The Devil's crook episcopal,